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Notes and Queries. 397 

7. But she took up her clothing fair, 

And after him went she. 
But all he said was, "Go back again! 
No farther go with me!" 

8. ["But again, dear love, and again, dear love, 

Will ye never love me again? 
Alas, for loving you sae well, 
And you nae me again! "] 

9. The first town that they came to, 

He bought her a blazing ring; 
And then he said, " Go back again, 
And go no more with me! " 

10. [" But again, dear love, and again, dear love, 

Will ye never love me again? 
Alas, for loving you sae well, 
And you nae me again! "] 

11. The next town that they came to, 

He bought a muff and gloves, 
And told her to go back again 
And find some other love. 

12. ["But again, dear love, and again, dear love, 

Will ye never love me again? 
Alas, for loving you sae well, 
And you nae me again!"] 

13. The next town that they came to, 

His heart it grew more warm, 
And he was deep in love with her, 
And she was over again. 

14. The next town that they came to, 

He bought her a wedding-gown, 
And made her lady of his own bowers 
In sweet Berwick town. 

John Robert Moore. 
Washington University, 
St. Louis, Mo. 

The Baptist Ox. — " De Bible tell how all de creeters what Marse 
Norah gwine 'low ter come inter de Ark en be saved, is bleedzed t' be 
babtized. 

"Dey be a river — I done fergits what dey names hit, but hit sho 'nuff 
be dar — dey a river right in front er Marse Norah's do'. En dey all, 
when dey gits t' de river, kin choose how dey's gwine be babtized. 
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" Wellum, de las' er de creeturs what comes up is de oxen. En de Met' dis' 
oxen, he be des' a-blowin' his ole bazzoo, en 'lowin' he gwine lead de way 
en be at de haid er de percession, en be de fust un t' git inter de Ark. 
Yassum, he do, he say he gwinter. 

"He des' comes struttin' 'long till he git right t' de water's aidge; den 
he stop en kneel down en bow his haid, en say, ' Moo-moo-moo ! ' whilst he 
takes up a 11*1* soop o' water, narrer es he kin. Den he gits up en 'gins 
lookin' roun' fer ter see effen he kin fin' a shaller place t' wade 'cross. 

"Whilst he be lookin' up en down de bank, huntin' a shaller place fer 
crossin', 'long comes ole Presbyteern oxen, walkin' des' so, en holden' his 
haid so high, hit look like he hab de stiff neck. He didn' even down see 
dey was a river, till he hear de Mef'dis' oxen a-askin' whar be de shalleres' 
place in de water. 

"Wallum, when de Presbyteern oxen see dat river, he des' fetch de mos' 
polite bow you mos'ly ever see, en he ax de river, ' Howdy ?' — distant like. 
He 'low he ain' gwineter babtize hisse'f 'long wid de yuddern. Den he 
'gins lookin' 'roun' fer t' see effen dey ain' er foot-log 'cross dat river, whar 
he kin walk over on. 

"Now Marse Norah see him thinkin' 'bout hit, en he calls out, 'You is 
'bleedzed ter fust be babtized, den you kin hoof it 'cross on de log effen 
you wanter.' 

" De Presbyteern oxen, he 'low dat he ain' 'bleedzed ter do nothin' lessen 
he choose ter, 'caze hit done been 'p'inted dat he gwineter git inter dat 
Ark an' be saved. 

"Marse Norah, he make answer, he did, 'Fust en last, dat's de law, I's 
been tellin' you. You kin take hit er leave hit.' 

" Now de Presbyteern oxen des' sorter wall he eyes 'roun', en he see de 
clouds was lookin' mighty black. En he 'low t' his-se'f — he did — dat 
'cordin' ter de bes' er his jedgment, dey mought be a harrycane somers 
'mongst dat pile er clouds, fixin' fer t' bus' loose presen'ly an' come splungin' 
'long en t'ar up de whole yearth. So he des' bow he haid, slow en gran', 
en he take er HT soop o' water, en he 'low he too perlite ter make a auger 
wid Marse Norah. Now he take sich a 11*1* soop o' water, dat Marse Norah 
ain' so mighty sure he done drink a solemn drap, but all de samer he say 
he gwineter take his word fer it. So he p'ints out de whar'bouts o' de 
foot-log. 

" De las' one dat come 'long, was de great big ole Babtis' oxen, en by dat 
time hit was drizzin' rain a HT, an' de thunder was a-rum'lin'. He des' 
comes on de run; en by de way he was a-puffin' en a-snortin', you'd a' 
thought he'd 'a' been plum' tuckered out. But I be boun'! when he gits 
ter dat river, he don' stop ter ax no odds er nobody. He des' 'gins a- 
bellerin', en he give a runnin' jump en lan's spang in de deepes' place he 
kin see in dat river — des' div right in haid fust — en when he comes up, 
he's on de yudder shore. En he shakes his haid, en switches his tail, en 
goes a-tearin' up de bank right inter do front do' o' de Ark, he did." 

( Told by a Negro in South Carolina. ) 

Mrs. W. C. Burt. 
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